would be a brief conversation, and then silence.
Often mother would put down her work, rise swiftly, and walk down the street with her quick little steps. And presently she would re-appear, a girl coming with her who nodded to me a shy, sweet-lipped greeting. Mother had gone to invite her to come up to our house, " and keep us company." In the years past it had not been necessary for mother to seek another when we two were together. The girl with her was a newcomer to Soho. Mother had discovered her, wistful and lonely, with only her medical preparatory studies to fill her need for friends.
After our greetings had been exchanged we
would stand, the girl and mother and I, as
if waiting.    Hardly a word would be spoken
until mother said, without raising her eyes,
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mtly there arose a brief sobbing cry from  some  child.     A
